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that and the heat the vegetation is entirely tropical, and most
delightful, after four days complete barrenness. The town was
formerly fortified, but mostly Roman and Arab work I fancy: on
top of a hill about 700 feet high however above the town is a
much finer fortress. The view is extraordinary, one of the finest
in Syria according to Baedeker. [5 words omitted'] Still it is
a castle 500 yards long, on a spur of Hermon, and has got
in one place rudimentary machicoulis like those of Chateau
Gaillard, so I was very satisfied with it. I got all over the
place, and at last set fire to the brushwood in the inner court
which burnt all the morning. Still in the evening I profited,
by seeing the building as a whole, as no other person can have
done for 20 years; it was simply choked with rubbish. The owner
was a little surprised but did not expostulate, as it was a courtyard
inaccessible to anything but a mountaineer or a spider. He had
never got to it (entrance on the ist floor of course, and the walls
elsewhere still intact). It must have made a jolly bonfire from a
distance, for there was a space of 30 yards square of old thorn
trees. Banias Mother will remember from Matthew xvi or Mark
viii and other places. To read such extracts on the spot is certainly
much the best way: it may be that the Transfiguration took place
on one of the neighbouring spurs of Mt. Hermon: of course
though that is not known, but it would be a very pleasantly appro-
priate place.
We went downhill again through the olive groves into the
village after tipping the owner of the castle, and then found the
villagers very anxious to murder my man, as he was a Christian
and they were going to make a foray in that direction soon. How-
ever we cleared (they would not have ventured to touch him as
long as he was with me for fear of the consequences) (international),
to Tell-el-Kadi a mound about 3 miles off. It is about 30 feet high
and crater-shaped inside and now quite deserted, but with plenty
of real trees, and such a spring! cold as ice, (my water-melon
cracked when he got in) and splendid in scale: it makes at once a
pool about 4 feet deep and 60 feet across (and very pretty it is too)
from which rush forth two wide streams, uniting almost at once
to make a river the width of the Cherwell but infinitely faster, and
about 3 feet deep. It is glorious, a river springing full grown from